The Tragede of 

Ycdd flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from my bofome pluckeaflower, 

Guard it I pray theewith a lurking Adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs enemies : 
Mockenot my lenflelic coniuration Lords ; 

This earth ihallhaue a feeling, and thefe ftones 
Proouc armed Souidiersereher natiueKing 
Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king, 
Hath power to keepe you King in fpite of all; 

The meanesthatheauensyeeld muft be imbrac’t 
And not neglefted, Elfe hcauen would, 

And we would not; heauens offer, we reftife 
The pooffered meanes ofliiccours and redreffe. 

Aum , He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whilft B alhugbrooke ^ through our fecuritie, 

Grawcs flrong and great infubftance and in power. 

King, Difcomfortable Coofin,knowft thou not, 
That when the fearching eic of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelower world. 

Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfcenc, 
Inmurthers,andin outrage bloodie hecre. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops ofthe eafterne pines. 

And darts his light through euery guilty hole; 

T hen murders, treafons, and detefted linnes, 

Thecloake of night being pluckt from off their backes, 
Stand bare and naked trembli ng at thcmfelues : 

So when this thiefe, this traitour B ullmgbreoke^ 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons w ill lit blulhing in his face, 
Notabletoendurethelightof day, 

But lelfeaffrighted, trembled at his finne, 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can walk the balme off from an annoynted King, 

The 



Bichard the Second, 


The breath of worldly men can cannot depoft 
Thedeputy ele&ed by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bttiliugbreoke hath preft 

To lift Ihrewd fleck againfl our golden Crowne, : 

God for bis Richard hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall, for heauen ftill guards the right. 

Enter Salijb. 

King. Welcome my Lordjhow farre off liesyour power? 

Saltjb. Nor ncerc, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Thanthisweakcorme; difeomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids mefpeakeof nothing butDelpaire, 

One day too late, l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

O callbackeyefterday, bid T ime returne, 

And thou (halt haue twelue thoufand fighting men : 

To day, to day, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ctuerthrowes thy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy ftate : 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , difperft, and fled. (pale? 

• Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace lb 

King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe, fl ie from my fide. 

For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maicftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, anno, my name a puny fubiafl ftrikes 
At thy great glory, looke notto the ground, 
Ycefauourites of aKing,are wenot high? 

High be our thoughts,! know my Vnckle Ter he (here? 
Hath power enough to ferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scroope. 

Scrape. More health and happinelle betide my Liege, 

■' F Then 
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